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Rural Felicity. 


TUNE—WHEN THE TREES ARE ALL BARE, &c. 4 
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PA 


WHEN approach'd by the fair dewy fingers of ſpring, } 
Swelling buds open firſt, and look gay; | 

When the birds on the boughs by their mates fit and fing, 
And are danc'd by the breeze on each ſpray; 

When the wood-pigeons fit on the branches, and coo, 
And the cuckoo proclaims with its voice, 

That Nature marks this for the ſcaſon to woo, 
And for all that can love, to rejoice : 4 


In a cottage at might may I ſpend all my time, 
In the fields and the meadows all day, 

Wich a maiden, whoſe charms are as vet in their prime, 
Young as April, and blooming as May. 

When the lark with ſhrill notes ſings aloft in the morn, 
Let my faireſt and I then awake, 

View the far-diſtant hills which the ſun- beams adorn, 


} 
Then ariſe, and our cottage forſake. } 


When the ſun ſhines ſo warm, that my charmer and I 
May recline on the turf without fear, 
Let us there all vain thoughts and ambition defy, 
4 While we breathe the firſt ſweets of the year: 
When the ev'ning grows cool, and the flow'rs hang their J | 


OR, 


heads 
With the dew, then no longer we'll roam; 
1 With my arm round her waiſt, in a path thro' the —1 
Let us haſten to ſind our way home. 


When ſoft reſt is required, and the ſtars lend their light, 
And all nature lies quiet and ſtill; 

When no ſound breaks the ſacred repoſe of the night, 
But, at diſtance, the clack of the mill; +18 

With Peace for our pillow, and free from all noiſe, 
So that voices in whiſpers are known, / > . 7 


Let us give and receive all the nameleſs ſoft joys | | 17 4 
That are mus'd on by lovers alone. 8 . 


